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She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held
good!
She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with
sweat or blood!
They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the
hours crawled by like years,
TiH3 now, on the stroke of midnight,
Cold, on the stroke of midnight,                       60
The tip of one finger touched it!   The trigger at least]
was hers!                                                               ;
The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for
the rest!
Up, she stood to attention, with the barrel beneath her
breast,
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive
again;
For the road lay bare in the moonlight;                     65
Blank and bare in the moonlight;
And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed
to her love's refrain.
Tbt-tbt; tlot-tlot!  Had they heard it?  The horse-hoofi
ringing clear;
Tlot-tlot, Hot-Hot, in the distance?  Were they deaf that
they did not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,
The highwayman came riding,                                        ^
Riding, riding!
The red-coats looked to their priming!   She stood I\D,
straight and still!
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